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Author's Notes: 
Hmmm.. maybe not the exact intent of this request, but | always just let my typing fingers do the writing, and 
sometimes they take a detour. However... | think you'll enjoy it. Merry Ficmas. 


Even though it was mere days before Christmas, it was like any typical night at Tommy's apartment... plenty 
of alcohol, plenty of drugs, plenty of chicks, and a shit ton of drunk and high guys banging the chicks. 


After Tommy was evicted from the Motley House, he moved into a fifth-floor apartment of an eight-story 
building with his girlfriend of six months. She was tall, slender, and sexy, and she was also a cunt; someone who 
liked to try to keep Tommy on a short leash. And that was the very reason why he was glad that she had a 
two-day modeling gig down in San Diego. 


No leash equaled no rules. 


Channeling booze down his gullet? No problem. Snorting coke up his ruby-tinted nose? No big deal. Sticking his 
dick where it didn't belong? So what. Wreaking havoc with his best friend and bandmate? The highlight of it all. 


Nikki... 


The pair were destined to become best friends. Same height, same look, same coolness factor, same taste in 
music... what else was there? 


Actually a lot... There was a lot that was different between them. Drums versus bass, Coke versus Pepsi, 
spandex versus leather. Oh, and one other thing Tommy was infatuated with Nikki and it didn't appear that the 


admiration was matched in reverse. 
In-fuckin-fatuated.... since day one. 


Tommy didn't know what that was. The dude was too .. too uhh.. too something... sigh.. He didn't know. He 
couldn't explain it. Heh heh, it wasn't like he gay or anything. It was... well, it was just something... thats all. 


What was the point of trying to explain it? Who cared? Tommy didn't care.. everyone was infatuated with the 
spiky-haired bass player. Okay well, not Vince. And not Mick. And definitely not most of the other dudes who 
regularly partied with them. No, not their photographer. Not their roadies. No guys from other bands. 


But there were fans.. fans who were obsessed with the band, and um, were also obsessed with the girls that 
came along with the band. But still, Tommy noticed guys staring at all four of them. Perhaps they were just 


wannabees, but you know.. he couldn't be the only one who carried this fascination 


Then there was Arnie who was always at the parties. Arnie stared, but he also wore purple and shimmered. 
And tilted his hips when he leaned up against the wall, accentuating his slender hips. Yeah, that dude had to be 
gay. But Tommy.. no way. He just.. well, what could he say? Nikki was hot as fuck, who could blame him for 
ogling. He couldn't be the only one who thought so. The dude was a people magnet, for chicks and dudes. Which 
was actually pretty funny because Nikki was as antisocial as they came, at times rivaling Mick's reluctance to 
get down, get in, and mingle. 


But the problem was.. and there was one.. Nikki always seemed to catch him mid-stare, and in return would 
glare harshly at the drummer, with furrowed brows and a clenched jaw. That classic, inflamed what-the-fuck 
look. Yeah, there was no way that Nikki even remotely had any mutual feelings. 


Still, there were a few things. Like a squeeze on the hip when he walked by. And he knew that those 
mysterious green eyes had cunningly followed him around the room from time to time. How about that time 


when Nikki slapped his knee, inviting Tommy to sit on it to do a line off of a mirror that he held up for him. 


Aah fuck, who gave a shit about all of that? The party was popping, the night was young, the women were 
hot, the music loud, and the dirty dog was off-leash. Time to take a swan dive right into the center of it all 


Two hours later - 


Tommy stumbled around his apartment in a daze, eventually tripping over nothing and landing with a face plant. 


Fuck, man, he said to himself as he laid on his stomach face to face with a new cigarette burn in the 


carpeting. He cradled his head in his arms, as he tried to recall anything that happened in the past two hours. 


There were at least two blowjobs, more than a few lines, and several bottles. 

A haze hung in the air, and Tommy couldn't even begin to formulate what it could be from. Weed? Nikki 
lighting himself on fire again? Someone burning food? The blanketing stench of sex? All he knew, he was gonna 
be fucked, and not in the proper way, when his old lady came hore... the joint was littered with trash and 
warm bodies all over. "Hmmghmmghh... fuck me," Tommy moaned into the barren space that his cradling arms 
created. 

"Hey... dickwad, get up." 

Tommy, feeling a boot tip lodge into his ribs, wearily gazed up towards the growl. 

"Vinnie!" Tommy cheerily called out, as he rolled to his back. 

"You gotta blade?" Vince asked, leaning over with an extended hand to help Tommy off of the floor. 

"Huh... a knife?" he asked, as he accepted the proffered helping hand. 


"For cutting shit.. c'mon, man, Nikki's waiting.” 


"Where's Nikki? What?" Tommy questioned, as he steadied himself on his feet and had a look around, as he 
scratched the back of his head. 


"Dude! Blade! Nikki misplaced his." 

"Why's it so dim in here?" 

"Your floor lamp got titted over towards the Christmas tree. The lightbulb started burning through a crusty 
ornament. It lit up, and all of the cold beer that was thrown on the flames, shattered the hot bulb," Vince 
relayed, with a casual shrug. No biggie. 


"Wait... there was a fire in here? On my tree? When? Where was |?" 


"The hell | know!? Its out. Who cares! C'mon, my buzz is fading every damn second that I'm standing here with 


you. Find a blade and meet us in your bedroom." 


As Vince walked away, Tommy rubbed his face awake, then shuffled towards the kitchen, stepping over at four 
people including a pair having drunken sex on the floor right in the mix of it all. He yanked the junk drawer open 
and rummaged through until found his stash of flat-edged razor blades. Fucking Vince and Nikki, ordering him 


around, like he's some fucking servant host in his own apartment. 


Tommy wobbled towards his bedroom, twisting to doorknob upon arrival to enter. It was locked. 


"Open up, cocksuckers!" he barked as he kicked the door, highly perturbed that he had been barred from his 


own digs. 

The door was unlatched and pulled open from the inside. Tommy was greeted by an ungrateful Vince. 
"C'mon, get the hell in here, and lock the door. You got the damn blade?" Vince snarled. 

"Here," Tommy said, holding it out in his palm, as he kicked the door shut. "Why ya in here?" 

Nikki, who sat cross-legged on the floor, looked up and took the razor from Tommy. 

"What's so secretive about this shit?" Tommy questioned. 


‘Nothing... | just wanted to get away from all of the raging idiots out there. Fucking annoying bunch tonight. 
Who are half those assholes?" 


"| dunno, but they lit my tree on fire," Tommy shrugged solemnly, as he flopped down on the stained deep pile 
carpeting right next to Nikki. 


"You're the dumbass who lets these people in, then you get so shitfaced that you can't control any of it," 
Vince patronized, propping himself up with one hand against the wall. 


"But she's gooone," Tommy lolled with a wide grin, as he watched Nikki finely cut the powder from a sideways 


view as his head laid on the floor. 


"If you're that happy when your girlfriend is out of the apartment, why don't you just break up with her?" 
Nikki asked without losing his steel focus on the task before him. 


"Because she gives good head," Tommy stated matter-of-factly. 


Nikki stopped what he was doing for a moment to look at the sloppy mess to his side. "There are at least a 
dozen girls out there who excel at blowjobs, and ain't none of them all up in our faces cracking the whip." 


"Yeah.. and speaking of, Sixx, hurry up and prepare that blow so that | can continue on with my other series of 
blows. | got number four, or was it five, waiting patiently out there for me," Vince urged, as he rubbed his 


hands together in anticipation 


"Yeah, yeah," Nikki replied, getting back to the task, with the tip of his tongue sticking out over his top lip to 


draw forth his concentration. 


Tommy tilted his head up towards Nikki and began mindlessly mirroring the position of his tongue 
unsuccessfully, looking more like he was trying to lick a condiment off of his lips. 


Without missing a beat, Nikki shoved a finger into Tommy's mouth to push his tongue back in, as it perhaps 
seemed like an irritating distraction However, when he went to pull it back out, his finger was met with some 
resistance, as Tommy curled his eager tongue around it and created a suction 

Nikki yanked it away from its entrapped state, and pinned Tommy with an icy glare. 


Tommy, not fully aware of what he was even doing nervously let off a laugh. "Coke fingers." 


Nikki gritted his teeth and before he could conger up some sort of damning response, he was interrupted by 


Vince's escalations of impatience. 


"Come onl! Get this fucking shit laid out!. The longer | wait, the faster I'm losing my good vibe, and my appetite 


for sex, as | watch Tommy tickle your fancy with his corroded tongue. God! Come on already!" 


"Will you shut the fuck up?! You're both pissing me off! | came in here to get away from the bullshit, and 


somehow l'm knee-deep in it again," Nikki shrieked back. 


‘lm sorry, Nik | just.. uh what'd | do?" Tommy asked, with a glazed-over look, seemingly unsure of his 
trespasses in his inebriated state. 


"Will you just back off," Nikki snapped, as he started separating the fine white powder into lines. 

As the goods were becoming available for use, Vince joined the other two on the floor, eager to partake in his 
share, which originally didn't include the drummer. And with that Tommy lifted his prone body off of the floor 
and arranged himself into a comfortable sitting position around the square mirror on the floor eager for a 


bump. 


"Done," Nikki smiled, with his hands held out to marvel at his handiwork of three generous, even lines. "Go on.. 


one you crackheads go first.” 
Vince popped a brow then leaned forward with his straw ready and snorted up a hearty line. 


Tommy began to lean in, but Nikki pushed him back then snorted a row himself, nose to glass, uncaringly 
messing up the third one. 


"That's fucked up," Tommy groused, seeing the mess left on the mirror after Nikki moved his head away. 


"You snooze you lose,” Vince sneered, as he leaned over for another small dose through the straw, holding 


Tommy back with his other hand. 


"Heyl" Tommy snapped, pushing him back. “That's for me." 


Nikki let off a sarcastic laugh. "You don't need anymore for tonight, baby boy," he declared, as he bent over to 
sniff up the scattered remains. "Your apartment is in disarray, and you already have a lot of explaining to do 
to your cocksucking girl fiend’ 


Tommy was pissed, looking over towards Vince who was wiping his nose off on his sleeve, tucking the straw 
into a pocket for later. He then pegged Nikki with an angry glare, as the bass player sat with his head tilted up, 
his eyes closed, and lips parted as he savored the rush of the drug channeling through his inner passages. 


The drummer suddenly became hyper-focused on a patch of white powder clinging to the tip of Nikki's nose. 
Tommy didn't know whether it was the drug whispering come get me, or just an insatiable enticement to suck 
the powder off of the supple skin, but before he could stop himself he was fashioning his hungry lips around 
the bulb of Nikki's nose, licking up the remains, never minding that there was actually more left on the glass 
than there was on the nose. 


Nikki pulled his head back, then brutally pushed Tommy off. The fierce momentum of the action was unceasing 
as he clamored to his knees to further assault the nose licker with an unsuccessful grab. By then Tommy was 


scrambling onto his own knees, then to his feet, for a quick escape. 


‘I've had enough of this gay-ass tongue lapping session Stay the hell away from mel" Vince warned, as he got 
to his feet and jumped back just in time to allow unimpeded passage to the door, which flung open with force, 
as Tommy flicked the lock and turned the knob to escape. 


He somehow adeptly leaped over all of the clusters of organic obstacles in his way, as he hurried towards the 
apartment door to get away from the angry beast who was revving up to charge after him. He whipped the 
door open and looked towards the stairway to the left down the hallway. There was a mother standing at the 
stairwell door, holding it open to allow her four children of varying ages to go through. There was no time to 
move around that blockade, so he jetted down the hallway to the right towards the unreliable, wobbly 


elevator. 


Nikki was on his feet and in hot pursuit, only he wasn't quite as agile as Tommy, as caught the toe of his boot 


on someone's leg, face planting mere steps away from the door. 


Tommy pressed the elevator button, then looked back. Nikki was not to be seen but he could hear an escalating 
commotion from inside the apartment, which was probably the barbarian tearing through the barrage of 
people, shoving them aside and spilling their drinks in order to reach the door. 


He pressed the down button again and again, as if the elevator car would obey his command to hurry. Yes sir! 
Coming right up! 


He could hear the mechanics inside the shaft springing to life, ready to make its not-so-fast ascent from the 
ground floor to the fifth floor. "Come on, motherfucker," he snarled, as he turned to look back towards the 


apartment doorway. 


And there he was, that black-haired brute, tossing out an ambiguous sorry to someone who he must have 
crashed into, before turning and setting his steely eyes on his knee-knocking prey for a brief moment of hang 
time before charging. 


Tommy pressed the button once more, and to his relief, the chime sounded as the door slid open He stepped in 
and before he selected the G button for transport to the ground floor, he pressed the circle that closed the 


door more quickly. Nikki was mere steps away from the elevator, then the narrowing gap finally closed. 


Tommy blew a sigh of relief, feeling safe from Nikki's wrath, he reached for the G button, only to hear that 
innocuous chime sound, giving him only a split second to realize that Nikki was faster on the outside button 


than he was on the inside... Fuck 


The door slid open and Nikki stepped inside the elevator car, banging on the button to shut the door once more. 
Tommy backed himself up against the wall. There was nowhere to go, and he'd just have to take whatever it 
was Nikki was about to dish out as payback for that weak moment of humiliating nose sucking, "I..." 


"Don't ever pull that shit in front of Vince again," he growled, grabbing a knob of hair on the top of Tommy's 
head to initiate a moment of fiery eye contact. He then yanked on the wad of hair in his clutch, smashing the 


back of Tommy's head into the paneled elevator wall 


‘lm not thi-" Tommy stammered, unable to think about how to respond and what Nikki's warning meant, before 
he was cut off by an assault on his lips from Nikki's own. Once he realized what was happening, his brain truly 
went into blackout mode, all logic and reasoning fell out of his head through his ears. He thought his eyes may 
have rolled back into his head, as clear sight seemed to wane from existence. The only sense that was in 
working order was the sense of touch, and that went into full-tilt overdrive as the bass player's impassioned 
lips danced all over Tommy's with wisps of lustful breaths escaping between the two tender pouts. Oh god! 


Nikki pulled away, abruptly letting go of Tommy's hair, moving his hands onto the laces of his leather pants. 


Tommy wasn't sure if his sight was restored or if he was dead. He considered for a moment that Nikki may 
have skillfully killed him in that elevator with a swift slice to his throat or some slick action, and as a result, 
he made an immediate arrival right smack in the center of paradise. He placed his hand on his throat to check 
for a warm, thick coating of blood, with none to be found. This was happening... somehow this was actually 


happening! 


Nikki forced his pants partially down, enough to expose his full package. He grabbed his own stiff cock in his 
hand. "Is this what you want?" 


Tommy forgot how to speak and just stood there, backed up against the wall of the elevator car, licking his 
lips. 


"Is it? | know it is. I've always known, you pussy-ass son of a bitch. Do you think I'm stupid? C'mon, take it.. 


you had no reservations sucking on my finger and my nose.. now's your chance to suck what you really want." 


"l. um," was all Tommy could nervously choke out, shoulders to hands flat against the wall, as he stared at 


that delicious piece of flesh presented before him... frozen with confusion.. too much, too soon.. too scared. 


"For fuck's sake!" Nikki snapped, as he tucked himself back in. He turned towards the control panel near the 
door, and hastily pressed the ground floor button. The gears rolled to life and the car began its downward 
journey through the hollow shaft but was abruptly halted by a hand slam to the red emergency stop button, 
which brought the car to a sudden stop between floors. The bassist then turned back towards his target and 


lurched forward to yank Tommy's leggings down in one fell swoop. 


There was no hiding Tommy's hormonal energy that pulsed through his finest piece. The fleshy saber took 
over the conversation.. fouch me.. use me... suck me.. abuse me... which that bead of pearly pre-cum silently 


conveyed, 


Nikki got on his knees and took hold of the base of Tommy's shaft with his large hand, giving it a firm squeeze, 
eliciting a more generous dab of serum from the tip. He relaxed his grip some, then seductively licked that 


glistening driblet. 


Tommy's eyes disappeared for a second time, rolling back underneath his generously lashed eyelids. And he 
smashed his own head into the elevator wall, as Nikki's heated mouth engulfed the head of his cock, the 


bassist's silken tongue flexing its way around the royal crown. 


"Oh god, Nikki.. oh fuck... Uhhh..." the drummer stuttered, panting as he kept one hand against the wall for 
bracing and the other sunken into Nikki's onyx locks. He tilted his hips forward for deeper penetration, a 


subconscious action in response to the lascivious below-the-belt action. 


Nikki curtly pushed Tommy's bare rear back up against the cold metallic paneling of the elevator car, holding 
him flush against the wall with a firm hand pressed on his hip. "You're not the one in control here," Nikki 
gnarled. "You never are.. for someone with a sack as big as yours, you've got a fucking submissive weak ass," 


he said, and he dove deeper down Tommy's sturdy staff. 


All that could be heard were unintelligible utterances as Tommy prematurely erupted into Nikki's mouth like it 
was his very first blowjob. 


Nikki pulled off and spit the hot cum into his hand, along with the extra saliva that pooled in his mouth. 
"What'd | say... weak ass.. can't even last for a full minute," he said with a snarky laugh. as he got to his feet, 
still cupping the compound solution in his palm. Facing Tommy, who was shivering with titillation, Nikki abruptly 
gripped his free hand around the drummer's throat. "Such a compliant boy, aren't you?" he breathed, as he 


kept his prey firmly in a chokehold, 


Tommy could feel heat rising rapidly in his core, as his blood vessels pulsed fervently against Nikki's unyielding, 
rugged hand. "I." 


"LL. this infirm little boy can't even form a sentence." Nikki let go of him and inched his leather pants back 
down with his free hand to expose himself. Holding his palm out, he seductively dribbled out another gooey 
helping of saliva into the existing deposit. "Turn around," he demanded, as he smeared the slippery mixture onto 
his own erection. 

Tommy gasped, intoxicated by desire, but also gripped with panic, as he was certain about what was on the 
verge of happening. Still, he willfully turned around and placed his hands up against the wall like he was going to 
be searched by the cops. "Um, lube, Nikki?" he meekly choked out. 


"A weakling like yourself doesn't get such a luxury... l'm gonna toughen this ass up," he spat into Tommy's ear 


while sticking a wet finger, without warning, into his tight hole. 


"Uhhhghh!" the assailed one yelped, followed by a continuous series of undistinguishable vocalized renderings of 


pain and pleasure. 


It was just a minute later that Nikki impaled the drummer's ass with his rock hard, rudimentary-lubed-up 


cock. 
Tommy's waning whimpers escalated again. "Ahhhh... ahhhhll" he shouted as he trembled. 


Nikki quickly worked himself in, pumping furiously into him within seconds of the penetration, while a racket 
from above suddenly invaded their ears. 


With pounding on the steel door half a floor up, voices sounded. "ls someone stuck in there? Are you alright?" 


"Fuck," Nikki grumbled quietly, as he continued his invasive onslaught to Tommy's ass. "You heard them. Are 


you alright? Tell them yes" 

Tommy hummed in question, leaning his forehead against the wall. 

"| said to tell them yes Yell it out," he commanded, as the same question was asked from above once more. 
"Are you alright? This fucking shitty elevator is always getting stuck." 

"Yes!" Tommy screamed upward. 

"Yell it again," Nikki pressed, as his own carnal urges intensified upon hearing that doubly intended exclamation 


"Yes!" he cried aloud again. "Oh yes," he breathed more quietly, bearing down on Nikki's piece for optimal 


sensation. 


‘Do you need help?" the disembodied voices sounded again. 


"Don't say anything," Nikki wheezed, as he let himself spill forth into Tommy's tight passage. "Oh god," he 


moaned, with his mouth pressed up against the other's neck. 
"No, no.. | need more, please... more," Tommy whined. "I'm not there... please.” 


Nikki pulled out of Tommy's unfinished, still yearning hole, and quickly tucked himself back in, sloppily tethering 
the leather laces in haste. He reached down and swiftly pulled the drummer's easy-up pants back to their 
proper place on his waist, letting go of the elastic band with snap against Tommy's hypersensitive skin 


As the pounding and concerned voices grew louder from above, Nikki gave a firm, spot-on slap to Tommy's 
ass, then spun him around to face him, squeezing his cheeks between his fingers and thumb, his palm propped 
underneath the drummer's chin, as the elevator came alive suddenly lurching upward. "If you want to be 
fucked properly some other time, don't do any of that fucking shit in front of Vince again, and consider kicking 
that cunt to the curb. | wanna see this weak-ass boy grow into a man that can handle me. Besides, | think you 


know now that you can get better head from other sources," Nikki asserted, as he quirked a brow. 
Tommy nodded his head as best he could. His squished lips plumped, as his face remained in the clutch of 
Nikki's over-sized hand, trying to will himself down from his burgeoning prostate orgasm that was suddenly 


abandoned. 


Nikki leaned in and swallowed that brooding pout in a heated kiss for just a moment until the elevator chimed 


signaling the end to their enigmatic elevator tryst. 


He pulled his hand off of Tommy and faced the door just as it slid open revealing a concerned party of three 
individuals standing on the other side of the lift car on the fifth floor. 


"What happened? one asked. 
"Did the elevator get stuck again?" another questioned. 
"Does someone need to call maintenance?" the third queried. 


"All good," Nikki said straight-faced as he stepped off, followed by Tommy who was regaining his cool, as the 
trio parted to let them pass through to head back towards the apartment. 


"Do you think it's safe to ride down?" one of the bystanders asked. 


Tommy turned back towards them. "Going down was smooth. Going up.. think the shaft could use some lube, it 
was a little rough for a while. But you should be fine, it's a good, solid ride for the short duration" 


"Do you want to call the landlord for maintenance?" the same one asked, as they stepped inside the elevator 


car. 


Nikki turned around towards them, as he continued taking steps backwards towards the apartment, "Nah, | 
think it's gonna be just fine. It just needed a little banging to get it back on track," Nikki yelled back with a wry 


smile spread across his face. 
Tommy shoved Nikki into the plaster wall with a playful laugh, tension finally easing. 


"Merry Christmas" was the last thing they heard before the elevator door clanged shut, causing the three 
interlopers to disappear from sight. Nikki uprighted himself and returned a friendly shove, before pulling 
Tommy back with a tight hold on the collar of his shirt. "You call me when the bitch is out of the picture, in 
the meantime let's pick up where we left off," Nikki grinned, as he pulled a bindle out of his pocket with his 
free hand and flashed it before Tommy. 


"And a happy New Year," Tommy slurped with a lick of his lips, his head full of all of the new possibilities, as 
they raced back to the apartment. 


